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Would say these waters do like salt sea lap
For a smooth rock, that is ribs and is lips;
Is a salt-crusted autumn, with salt-crisp leaves
Are sea that crackles and loops and whips.

Say autumn and ocean, swan and rock, are all
But other truths for other images:
My swan or rock whom broke my truth against
I must pursue my water's truth, he says.

Now lap and ebb on this receding shore
Whose grains no grip have, nor no surging breast
For to arrest my tide or breast my river:
To me it was never given, ever, to have rest.

Apology of a Soldier

Death, like a fluorescent screen,

Isolates on the image called memory

Dumb sockets, angles of bone

And sucks the living nerves from history, . * .

And the historian must wonder how

These creaking bones could move

And what could give them force,

For him the eyes and mouth a blotted shadow

And bloodless all the sensual orators;

We, who lived earlier than

Our intelligent anatomists,

Discovered that love, courage, honour

Codd not irradiate

Except on a conceptual slide

Time's cellular discord,

For on a slide, cell fibres
From a cancerous tissue